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owner has been in my office this afternoon tearing his
hair/5

"Is he a white man?" asked Whalley in an interested
voice.

"He calls himself a white man," answered the Mas-
ter-Attendant scornfully; "but if so, it's just skin-deep
and no more. I told him that to his face, too.53

"But who is he, then?"

"He's the chief engineer of her.   See that, Harry?"

"I see," Captain Whalley said, thoughtfully. "The
engineer. I see."

How the fellow came to be a shipowner at the same
time was quite a tale. He came out third in a home
ship nearly fifteen years ago, Captain Eliott remem-
bered, and got paid off after a bad sort of row both with
his skipper and his chief. Anyway, they seemed jolly
glad to get rid of him at all costs. Clearly a mutinous
sort of chap. Well, he remained out here, a perfect
nuisance, everlastingly shipped and unshipped, unable
to keep a berth very long; pretty nigh went through
every engine-room afloat belonging to the colony. Then
suddenly, "What do you think happened, Harry?"

Captain Whalley, who seemed lost in a mental effort
as of doing a sum in his head, gave a slight start. He
really couldn't imagine. The Master-Attendant's voice
vibrated dully with hoarse emphasis. The man actually
had the luck to win the second great prize in the Manilla
lottery. All these engineers and officers of ships took
tickets in that gamble. It seemed to be a perfect mania
with them all.

Everybody expected now that he would take himself
off home with his money, and go to the devil in his own
way. Not at all. The Sofala, judged too small and
not quite modem enough for the sort of trade she was in,
could be got for a moderate price from her owners, who